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As vapours in heaven, or as waves or the wrecks

of ships,                                                    1330

So break thou the ranks of their spears with the

breath of thy lips,
Till their corpses have covered and clothed as with

raiment the face of the sword-ploughed field.
0 son of the rose-red morning, O God twin-born
with the day,                                                 [Str. 6.

O wind with the young sun waking, and winged for

the same wide way,
Give up not the house of thy kin to the host thou

hast marshalled from northward for prey.
From the cold of thy cradle in Thrace, from the
mists of the fountains of night,                    [Ant. 6.

From the bride-bed  of dawn whence day leaps

laughing, on fire for his flight,
Come down with their doom in thine hand on the

ships thou hast brought up against us to fight.

For now not in word but in deed is the harvest of

spears begun,                                                 [Str. 7.

And its clamour outbellows the thunder, its lightning

outlightens the sun.                                     1340